amateur herald, one of the most knowledgeable in Ireland, and was distinguished for his extreme accuracy, his excellent draughtsmanship, and his remarkable heraldic library, probably the largest in the country apart from those of the professional heralds. From his love of heraldry there sprang almost inevitably an insatiable interest in genealogy, and he made a vast collection of family trees of Ulster people. distinguished and humble alike. Much of his information he gleaned from wills, and one of his favourite pastimes was a holiday in London spent delving into these documents and any other papers that would throw light on the 1. Reginald Walter Henry affairs of local families. He had a large personal Blackwood collection of beautiful furniture, glass, silver and china, but his pictures were of historical rather than aesthetic value. He published little, the only paper I know of being one on the three small churches at Loughinisland, near his country home. With his love of books, and his need for a good reference library, it is small wonder that he took a keen interest in the affairs of the Linenhall Library, and that he was for many years its President. On his death in 1961 it was found that he had bequeathed to it all his books and manuscripts.
I was once told that among his personal papers was a typescript history of University Square, and it is through the good offices of Mr. J. W. Vitty, M.A., the Librarian of the Linenhall, that much of the information that follows has come into my possession. Far from being typewritten, his notes are in longhand and in a small Stationery Office notebook, and are almost telegraphic in form. In places, too, they are now beyond interpretation, as some of them are in pencil and much worn.
My own interest in all this arises from the fact that I was born in No. 3 My own earliest recollections of the Square are of eating wild strawberries in the front garden of No. 9 while the arrangements for our transfer there were in progress. Several large shrubs with a central quite enormous holly had made a wilderness where a small boy could hide, safe from discovery, and where the fruit had similarly escaped notice.
It cannot have been long after we were settled in that a historic occurrence became fixed in my memory. I was wakened one night and brought into the front bedroom to hear men tramping up the street singing "When Johnny comes marching home again", for it was April, 1914, the guns for the Ulster Volunteer Force had been successfully run into the province, and not every car in the terrace had spent the night in its own garage.
The University never seems to have been out of the hands of the builders for any length of time, and about then there were two projects in hand: the one, an extension westward of the library, and the other, of political significance, the construction in the grounds of a large hutted hospital (Fig. 2) for the casualties expected among the members of the U.V.F. should there be war in Ireland over the Home Rule question. The hospital was started in the old wooden Exhibition Hall between the old O.T.C. Headquarters and the big conservatory in the Botanic Gardens, and gradually it was extended up the slope to the south of the old part of the Physics building. The premises were never used for their original purpose, and .. r ol Fo 2. The Ulster Volunteer Force Hospital just as the U.V.F. became the nucleus of the 36th (Ulster) Division of the British Army, so the hospital became a military one, and was eventually to spread right to the University Road and to occupy ground where the Whitla Hall now stands. This last portion was an orthopaedic wing, and it is interesting to recall that one junior American medical officer to serve in it was Orr of Nebraska, afterwards famous for his plaster treatment of osteomyelitis, and who cannot have failed to profit from the wise guidance of A. B. Mitchell and S. T. Irwin while in that hospital, for they, like several other local doctors, held R.A.M.C. commissions while working there. The U.V.F. Hospital still survives at Craigavon and Galwally, both of which provide accommodation for ex-service patients. It is within the memory of most of us that the University used the old hospital premises until comparatively recent times. My own early recollections of the front of the University are therefore of wounded men in hospital blues, of students playing tennis on the front courts, and of Harry Millar's laundry hanging up in the back yard of the Hamilton Tower. Little did I realize then how well I would subsequently get to know him in the Physiology Department, where he was the senior technician for many years.
The Hamilton Tower (Fig. 3 ) erected in honour of the Rev. Thomas Hamilton, Vice-Chancellor of the University, in his lifetime, and taken down before his death, is now remembered by few, but a story is told of how some students played a frightful prank on an old man called Donnelly who kept a cab at the gates of the Methodist College. When trade was bad he spent his time inside the vehicle asleep, and thus it happened that his cab was led gently down to Queen's and through the gate of the Hamilton Tower. There it was turned round, the horse taken out of the shafts and led outside the gate which was then shut. The shafts were then pushed out through the bars of the gate and the horse harnessed in again. mimic his manner of mounting, for he would push himself out into the Square with one foot resting on the step projecting from the hub of the back wheel until sufficient momentum had been gained to permit of a slow and dignified descent into the saddle. My recollection is that it was always summer and always sunny: hot days and long evenings.
The Square was busy professionally as it has never been since. Every afternoon the continuous but ever-changing rows of the motor cars of patients stood by the pavement, each with its varnished coachwork glistening, its lamps and other metal work a gleam of brass or nickel plate, and its attendant chauqeur in his livery. Years afterwards I heard an echo of those times. W. W. D. Thomson was introducing James Craig for the Honorary Fellowship of the Ulster Medical Society, and in his remarks he referred to his own early days in No. 25. At the end of an afternoon's work he was going down with a handful of letters to the pillar box at the foot of the Square when he met James Craig. "James," he said, "took his hands out of his trousers pockets. In one were fifteen silver shillings, and in the other fifteen golden sovereigns, and r was very jealous." But for the schoolboy there were no such distractions. Enough pence to go round to Mr. Ireland's tuck shop opposite Grattan's met most of the physical needs, and financial worry was far ahead. One of the hobbies of the time was the collection of cigarette cards, and I often wished I had kept mine, for they were beautifully designed and printed. I well remember the military uniforms series given with Player's Navy Cut and the dogs with Wills' Three Castles. Students tackled for these cards were seldom annoyed at being asked, and two in particular always kept their cards for us. Both were to become Presidents of the Ulster Medical Society: Robin Hall, who was then in training for the Universities' Long Jump Championship which he won and for which he had a special track between the library and the Union, and J. R. Wheeler, then a Rugby international.
If horse-drawn traffic had practically disappeared from the front of the Square, where my mother remembered Mrs. Brice Smyth feeding red apples to her husband's carriage horses, the mews (Fig. 4) (Fig. 6 ) and fanlights, but Nos. 1, 2 and 3 are of a later period, and are of truly Victorian architecture. No. 25 is the only one to retain all the small panes of glass in its sash windows, though most of them have preserved them in the upper stories. The houses were built to come forward or recede in small blocks. A few of them are double, and some of the single ones have three windows in the first and second floors and some only two. None of the bay windows is original. In spite of these minor variations there is great unity in the terrace, which would be more evident could it be painted to emphasise the blocks rather than the individual houses, and thus show their relationship, one to another. Towards the east end the footpath slopes downwards, so that the last five houses have basements and more front steps than any of the others. This little slope also necessitated a double kerb to the footpath at one time, though with extensive resurfacing of the road this has disappeared. The late R. J. McConnell used to call this part of the Square "Kirk's Brae", for Thomas Sinclair Kirk lived about the point where it begins. Some of the houses were built with stables, and some had back gardens. Some even had both. One of our neighbours lost a bet because he insisted that my mother had in some ingenious way so placed a great gold and red broom bush that it showed over the top of the bottom wall, while it was in fact safe in the ground at the foot of the garden. There were several good apple trees in the garden of No. 24, and there would have been room for a tennis court there. In later years nearly all the houses sacrificed their gardens for garages. Heavy iron railings and gates protected the fronts of all the houses until they were requisitioned during the 1939-45 War, but samples can still be seen between Nos. 7 and 8, and at the houses with basements. The interiors are characterised by handsome reception rooms with high ceilings, excellent cornices ( Fig. 7 ) and central medallions (Fig. 8) , many of which are still in good repair. The houses have, however, the faults of their period: dark and gloomy kitchens, completely enclosed inner yards, and more stairs than can be conveniently managed with modern domestic help. Nevertheless, they represent faithfully the small town house of a more leisurely and gracious period than the present; a period of which I was privileged to see the last phases.
In the early days the residents were for the most part business men and their families, with a fair admixture of academic and clerical interests, but it was about the turn of the century that medical men began to arrive. They . . a judicious mixture of science and literature, (as) it would be a great error to suppose that persons engaged in business would prefer those classes which seem more intimately connected with their professions (to those which) as most congenial to their taste, would relieve their minds in the midst of the pressure of business.
An inspiring teacher, they add, a leader of opinion, an educationalist, above all a fluent and powerful writer, he spent seventeen very fruitful years alt Belfast, becoming known to a wider public than probably any of his colleagues. H.is election to the presidency and the chair of philosophy at Princeton in 1868 was a measure of his reputation. There had been little scope in Queen's College, Belfast, for the academic statesman in McCosh at Princeton, on the other hand, the opportunity awaited the man. McCosh led Princeton with courage, sagacity and vision through twenty critical years, during which the college was transformed and prepared for the new status of university which it attained in 1896.
He must therefore rank as probably the greatest of the Square's distinguished residents.
It is coincidence that when I went to look for the bust of James McCosh I found it in his own old drawing room in 9, University Square, for it is coincidence that it now houses the University Department of Philosophy, and it is coincidence that 1968 is the centenary year of McCosh's translation to Princeton.
The (Fig. 13) , who had started his professional life in general practice, was on the staffs of the Ulster, the Royal Victoria and the Belfast Maternity, afterwards the Royal Maternity, Hospitals. He was Professor, first of Midwifery from 1920, and then of Midwifery and Gynaecology from 1937 to 1945. His forceful teaching, his pawky wit, his inability to suffer fools gladly, and his almost Churchillian appearance and manner will never be forgotten by his students. "Boys," he used to say, "always keep your head well flexed like the foetus in utero, for if you don't, someone will flex it for you."
Charles Gibson Lowry
The marriage of his daughter, Margaret, to C. H. G. Macafee Medical occupation began about the usual time, the first decade of the century, for in 1908 the owner was Arthur Brownlow Mitchell, M.Ch., F.R.C.S.I. (Fig. 17) . A.B. is remembered by many. He was a great teacher and a sound surgeon, especially in gastro-intestinal conditions, but in his later years he suffered from increasingly crippling deformity of the hands, so that younger men recall him more for the wisdom of his opinion than for his technical dexterity. One of his sons, John Myles Mitchell, qualified in medicine at Queen's, and is in practice in Yeovil, Somerset.
In 1930 the house became the home of the Macafees. Professor Charles Horner Greer Macafee's wife and I share the distinction of being, as far as I know, the only people to have lived in three houses in University Square, though the number of persons who have lived in two is remarkable. The Macafee medical tradition continues with their sons, Jeremy and Allister.
No. 19 No. 19 is one of the double houses, the first from the University Road end, and for many years a conspicuous feature of its front steps was the pair of lions guarding its entrance. Though they have slipped off to the suburban peace of Ballyhackamore, they have, indeed, achieved literary fame, for Forrest Reid refers to them in his "Apostate" when describing his childhood with his nurse, Emma.
So, he wrote, we sallied out with our little parcel of provisions (for) the battered stone lions in University Square, creatures I fed daily on my morning walks. In 1852 the house saw a joint tenancy by John Wylie, Wholesale Grocer in Victoria Street, and Alexander Dickey, both Bursars at Queen's. No. 21 is a single house between double ones, yet the alignment of the whole is not seriously interrupted. The first resident was Mrs. Killen, and she was followed by George Bartlet Coulter, in spite of the temporary tenancy of Hector Freeman Gullan, M.Inst.C.E., City Engineer.
1905 saw the beginning of one of the longest onwerships of the whole Square, when the house became the home of Thomas Sinclair Kirk, B.A., M.B. (Fig. 18 ).
His plate said simply "Surgeon Kirk", and he was the last person in Belfast to use this professional prefix. Many will remember his deep quiet voice, his brown eyes and his gentle manner. He was both a great gentleman and a definite character, perhaps the greatest medical character the Square has produced. He had some ideas that he pushed perhaps further than others would have done. Many will recall with horror the period when all who came near his ward kitchen in the "Royal" were fed on sandwiches of dried serum from old cows, and the emphasis was on the old, to increase the antibodies. Those who saw it will not soon forget the wonderful effect of filling a dirty wound with uiea crystals and leaving it overnight under oiled silk, but he would pour a whole jam pot full of urea into the open abdomen, and he would blow up the subcutaneous abdominal wall with oxygen to combat acidosis. Certainly his artificial limbs would have become world famous in his lifetime if he had had the light alloys at his disposal that we know 19. Thomas Sinclair of today. But if some of his views were unusual, he was a true pioneer, and was held in deep affection. He drove a very ancient two-seater car, so old that my own recollection of it is that it resembled more than anything else a mechanised sedan chair. One day when I was a student I was in the kitchen of Wards 9 and 10 in the "Royal" when Ian Fraser came in to ask him about something, and by way of winding up the conversation, and of offering him a lift home if necessary, asked him if he had his car with him. "Why?" said Pa. "Do you want a tow?" His son, Christopher, qualified in medicine at Queen's, and his daughter, Denzil (Fig. 19) (Fig. 23) , Consultant in Diseases of the Eye, Ear, Nose and Throat to the Royal Victoria and the Belfast City Hospitals. He bore the nickname of "Snooty", for he neither minced words, nor in the voluntary days, could he stand the sight in hospital of a patient who might have gone to his own house privately. Shrewd, with a dry wit, he was a sound clinician of a generation that has passed, and many of his obiter dicta are recalled with glee by his former students.
Henry Hanna
So I come to the end of my sentimental journey, and pass out of University Square into Botanic Avenue with its pillar box, as so many of us have done so often before. This can be a chilly experience, for to leave either end often means an encounter with a blast of cold wind, because the Square is very sheltered and really has a climate of its own. This is proved each year by its show of unusually early snowdrops and crocuses, and, later, its magnificent magnolias. It is still a street of great architectural character, but it is not, as many of us can recall it, a residential place in spite of its professional preoccupations; where fathers could, and often did, prune the roses, where mothers sometimes sat in the front gardens or at open drawing room windows, and where small boys tore their clothes on the tall spikes of the University railings. I cannot but regret its change from that state. 
in tne university precincts
What will become of this street, unique in Belfast ? At least it is not to end its days as salerooms for motor cycles or second-hand cars, or crumble into decay at the hands of small shopkeepers. After all, it is not as old as the main block of the University, and is of the same mellow liver-coloured brick. Indeed, to new generations of students in many Faculties it is not just a precinct (Fig. 24) , but has become established in tradition and affection as part of the University itself. Long may it be allowed to contribute its grace and charm to the civic scene! This account is already over-long for its present purpose, yet a volume could be filled with the record of those who lived here, who contributed so much to the commercial and administrative prosperity of Belfast, to the academic life of the 
